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R OSAMOND. 


YU wa TIVITY 00 


ACT 1 CENE. l. 
A Proſpec of Woodftock- Park, jrmigeing & in 3 the 


Bower. Dy” 
. Enter Qu s and PAGE. 
Qs n 

HA T place is bete?! 
What Scenes apr eat! 8 1 
Where e er I turn my . n 
All around | N = 
Enchanted Grunde 5 * 2 9A 
And ſoft Ehſiums riſe: ein een 
Flow? ry Mountains, ike | ; hot aa" Ces 
Moſſie Fountains, . in m alt 
Shady Woods, $952 48.4 "(1 2 OO 
Chryſtal Floods, _ Dn; e e 
With wild Variety webe. A O71 67/9 ett 


Page. Thete gentle Roſamond " del 27761 
Lives from the World and you fecured. 1 ') 
Queen. Curſe on the Name! I faĩnt, Late, 3 
Wich ſecret Fangs of . — {ite 
Page. There does the pe "geen ive Beauty mourn, 
And anguiſh for her Lord" . 
Queen. No more the happy oh jon ſhow 
Thar holds this lovely guilty Ty Foe: W OV 
My Wrath, like that o Hevn, n nal kiſe, 
And: blaſt her in her Paradiſe; ---+ -- 


A 2 Page. 


( 4 
Page. Behold on youder rifing Ground 
— The Bow'r, that wanders | 
In Meanders, 
Ever lending 
Wever ending, 
1.4 Slade, onGuades, 
Shades in Shades, 
Running an eternal Round. 
Quer. ln ſuch an endleſs Maze 1 rove, 
Laſt in Labyrinths of Love. ; 
Page. The Path yon verdant Field diy ides, | 
Which to the ſoit Conſinement guides. 
Qucen. Let us fly, let us fly, 
She ſhall die, ſhe ſhall die. 
I feel, I feel my Heart relent : 
How could the Fair be innocent! 
Page. Hark\ what Sound invades my Ear? 
The Conqueror's Approach I hear. 2 
Queen. Henry returns from Danger free! 
Henry returns! but not to me. | 
He comes his Roſamond to greet, 
And lays his Laurels at her Feet, 
His Vous impatient to renew; 
His Vows to E/eanora due. 
| Hereſhall the happy Nymph detain, 
(While of his Ableeg I complain) 
Hid in her mazy, wanton Bowcr, 


** Lord, my Life, my Conqueror. „ 


55 No, na, tis decreed 

4 The Traitreſs ſhall bleed; 

Mo Fear ſhall alarm, 
No Pity diſarm;  - 
In my Rage ſhall be ſeen 
The Revenge of a Queen. 


888286868688 


| (5; ) | 
8 C E. N. E II. The Entry of the Bower. 
Sir Truſty, Knight of tbe Bower, ſolus. 855 


How unhappy is he. 
That is h d to a ſhe, 
And fam'd for his Wit aud his hu ! 
For of us pretty Fellows |. 
| Our Wives are ſo jealous, | 
They ne er have enough of our Duty. 
SCENE III. 
..\-Grideline and Sir Truſty. | 
Grid. Faithleſs. V arler, art thou there? 
Sir Truſ. MyLove, my Dove, my charming Fair! 
Grid. Cheat not me with falſe Careſſes 
Sir Truſ. Let me ſtop thy Mouth with Kiſſes. 
Grid. Thoſe to fair Roſamond are due. 
Sir Truſ. She is not half 110 fair as you. 
0 * conſuli thy Glaſs, 
Behold that ſweet bewntching Face, A 
| Thoſe blooming Cheeks, that — hue! 
Ev'ry Feature © 
(Charming Creature) 
Will convince you I am true. 
Grid. O how bleſt were Grideline, | 
Could I call Sir Truſty mine! 
Did he not cover amorous Wiles ' 
With ſoft, but ah! deceiving Smiles : 
How ſhould I revel in Delight, - 
The Spouſe of ſuch a Peerleſs Knight! | 
Sir Truſ. At length the Storm begins to ceaſe, 
ve ſooth'd and fatrer'd her to Peace. 
Tis now my turn to mne IA at. 
I feel, I feel my Fury rile 
1 igreſs, be gone. 
Grid. I love chee ſo. 
| cannot t go. 7 45 109 £63 Sir 


Lo 69d 
Sir Truf. Fly from my "AY Beldame, fly! 
Grid. Why fo unkind, Sir Trafty why? 
Sir Truſ. Thou'rt the Plague of my Life. 
Grid. Pm a fooliſh, fond Wiſe. | 
Huf. Tou ue ugly and oa, 

And a villanous Seobd: * 4 rr 
Grid. Thou art a Ruftich td. als me eſo 

I'm not ugiy nor did. | 

Nor a willanous Scold, 


But thim art a Ruftick Fo > call me 1 > | 


T hog. Traztor,:adien !: 4 
1: Shy Truſ. | Farenvel, thou Shrew 1 
Grid. Thou Traitor, 
Sir Truſ. Thou Shrew. 


Both. Adieu ! adieu-!. xe Exi Grid. 


Sir Truſu How hard is our Fate. 
Who ſerve in the State, 


And ſhould lay: out our cue A by 28 
Om public Affairs 


When conjugal Tolls, 
And Family-broils. 
Make all our great Eben mitm! 1 
Yet this is the Lot A 5 Y 
Ot him that has got | 
Fair Roſamond - +0 8 
With the Clew in his Power, 5 
And is courted by all 
Both the Great and the Small; 3 
As: Principal Pimp to the mighty King Harry. 
But ſee, the penſive Fair draws near: 
I'll at a Diſtance ſtand and hear. 
SCENE IV. 


Roſamond and Sir Truſty. 


'Roſ. From Walk to Walk, from Shade to Shade, 


From Seam to purling Stream convey d, 


"Through | 


„ 


1 
\ 
4 
4 


7 7J 22 
Through all the Mazes of the Grove, + -+ 
5 1 all the wingling Tracts 4 Ws 
„e + 24 65590 
Bur ning, 
Changing, 
Ranging... - li 
Full * Grief and full of Love. Lili 
Impatient for my Lord's Return 
I figh, I pine, I rave; I mourn. 
Beneath ſome hoary Mountain 4 
Il lay me down andwweep, _ if 
Or near ſome warbling Funntain i 
| Bewail myſelf aſleep; 
Mere feather'd Choirs combining 14 
14 | With gentle murm ring Streams, _ 
And N in Conſort joining, 
7 e pleafing Dreams. [ExisRoſamond. 
Sir Tru. What ſavage Tyger would PHY 
A Damſel ſo diſtreſs d — pretty! 
But hah ! a Sound my Bower 3 


Der 
— — 
1 
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Tirumpets lub. 
And echo's through the windi Shades; N 
| SCENE VN... 
A Meſſenger and Sir Truſty. 


Meſ. Great Henry comes ! prepare thy Bower 
To lodge the mi ghty 5 09 M ws 
Sir Truſ. Nr will I ſtand 
With Hat in Hand, 
Obſbſequiouſſiy to meet him J 
And. muſt 'endeavour  _,. 
At Behaviour, 
That's ſuirable to greet him. 
SENI. 
Enter King Henry after a Floariſh of Trumpets. 
| King. Where is my Love! my Roſamond / 


Sir Truf. Firſt, as in firicteſt Duty bound, 
I kiſs your Royal Hand. 
King. Where is my Life! my . 


Sir 7 ruſ. Next with Submiſſion moſt profound. = 


I welcome you to Land. 

King. Where is the tender charming Fair! . 
Sir Truſ. Let me appear, great Sir, 1 pray, 
Methodical in what I fay. by 
King. Where is my Love, O tell me where! 

Sir Truſ. For when we have a Prince's Ear, 
We ſhould have _— 
To know what's fit 
For us to ſpeak, and him to hear. 
King. Theſe dull Delays I cannot bear. 
Where is my Love, O tell me where! 
Sir Truſ. I ſpeak; great Sir, with weeping Eyes, 
She raves, alas! ſhe faints, the dies, 


King. W har doſt thou ſay ? 1 hake with Fear. 
myLiege, withPatience hear. 


Sir Truſ. Na 
She 13 Gies, eng dies, tis true; 
But raves, and faints, and dies for you. 

King. Vas ever Nymph like Roſamond, 
So fair fb faithful and ſo fond, 
Adorn'd with ew'ry Charm and Grace ! 

Im all . re / 
Sl | Heart's on Fire, 
And leaps and a bs ro her Embrace. 


1— — * 
— 
A 


A c T Il. 8 c E NE LT 
4 Pavilion in the Middle of the Bower. 
King and Roſamond. 


Us let my weary Soul forget 
Reſtleſs "Glory, martial ie 
Anxious Pleaſures of the Great, . 

And gilded Cares of Lite. 


f . 


(9) 
Roſ.*M Henry i is my Soul's Delight, 
My Wiſh by Day, my Dream by Night: 
x Is not in Language to impart 
The ſecret Meltings of my Heart, 
While I my Conqueror ſurvey, 
And look my very Soul away. 
King. My Eye cou'd ever gaze, my Ear 
Thoſe gentle Sounds cou'd ever hear: 
But oh l with noon-day Heats appr; 1 
My aking Temples call for reſt! me 
In yon cool Grotto's arrful Night | 
Refreſhing Slumbers I'll invite, 
Then ſeck again my abſent Fair, 
With all the Love a Heart can bear. 
O may may the preſent Bliſs endure, 
| From Fortune, Time, and Death ar 
Both. O may the preſent Bliſs endure | 
SC E NE th: 8 Potter Gate of the Bower. 
4 Grideline and Page. 
Grid. My Stomach ſwells with ſecret Spight, 
To ſee my fickle faithleſs Knight, 
With u . Geſture, goodly Mien, 
Face of Olive, Coat of Green, 
That charm'd the Ladies long ago, 
So little his own Worth to know, 
On a mere Girl his Thoughts to place, 
A Child ! a Chir! that was not born, 
When I did Town and Court adorn. 
Page. Well may you feel theſe ſoft Alarms. 
he has a Heart----- 
Grid And he has Charms. | 
ow ſhon'd I act ? can'ſt thou adviſe ? 
Page. Open the Gate, if you are wiſe; 5 5 
„in an unluſpected Hour, pg 
ay catch 'em dallying in the Bower, 


— 


(10) 
Perhaps their looſe Amours prevent, 
And keep Sir Truſſy innocent. 
| ._ Grid. Of ſuch a faithful Spy I've need 
Go in, and it thy Plot ſucceed,. 

Fair Youth, thou may ſt depend on i chis 
Fl pay thy Service with a Kiſs. 

S8 CE N E. III. 


4 


| Queen am Page. | 
es At length the bow ry Vaules appear! „ 
My Boſom heaves, and pants with ear; gre! fe 1 8 
A thouſand checks my Heart controul, 
A thouſand Terrors ſfrake my Soul. 0208 - 
1 fee, I ſee my Hands embrud 58 4 
In purple Streams of reeking Blood: Uzi | 3 
I fee the Victim gaſp fdr:Brearth; nm, Pt 
And ſtart in A r ie eee 
I ſee my raging Aying Lor * O an 
And 0. er myfetabborr'd! lr 3-7 bot 
0 Jealouſy, thou Lover's HI 
Thou Tyrant worſe than Black ws: > | us 
Ceaſe the raging Pains If: ot 
A Pain. like\thee 'what oa ran bear, - r dy ( 
Page. T hat Bow'r will ſhow.) +: Bet 
The guilty Fe. Thy 
Queen. * is deerced---i ſhall be "a - | Add 
| 1 ber A Par "ſe R 
I cannot Pio my. deb * 7 To: 
(o that 1 could call him mine 5 bib 1: 
Why: haue not they moſt Charms to mai, 's > 
Whoſe Boſoms burn with pureſt- Loe! Or t 
Page. That conſcious Scene of Love contains And 
The eral Cauſe of all your Pains : R, 
Qleen. Let us haſte ro deſtroy | D I And 
Her Guilt. and her Joy. 
Wild 9 is my Grief ! 


(un) 


Fury driving, 
Mercy ſtrvmg, - -\ 
Heaven in pity ſend: Relief N 1 
The Pangs of. Love 
Ie Pow'rs remove, 
Or dart your Thunder at my Head: 
Love and Deſpair 
What Heart can bear? 
Eaſe 1 my Soul, - ſtrike me dead? 
S CEN. E W. 
The Seene changes to the Pavilion as before. 
Roſamond ſola. 
A ſudden Motion ſhakes the Grove: 
I hear the Steps of him I love; 
Prepare, my Soul, to meet thy Bliſs! 
----- Death to my Eyes; what Sight is this! 
The Queen, th offended Queen I ſee! 
----- Open, O Earth! and ſwallow me! 
S CEN EAN By 
Enter to her the Queen with a Bowl in one Hand, 
aud a Dagger in the ot her. 
Queen, Thus arm'd with double Death I come: 
Behold, vain Wretch, behold thy Doom! _ 
Thy Crimes to their full Period rend, 
„And ſoon by This, or This ſhall end, 
fe. Roß What ſhall I ſay, or how reply 
To Threats of injur'd Majeſty ? 
Queen 'Tis Guilt that does thy Tongue cont: ou, 
O. quickly drain the fatal Bowl,, _ 
1 this right Hand performs its Part, 
ins And plants a Dagger in thy Heart. £ 
Rof Who could reſiſt great — c 
And drive the Hero from her Arms? 
Think on the ſoft, the tender Fires, 
Melting Thoughts and gay Defires, 
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That in jour oun warm hot, riſe,” 
When languiſhing with love-ſick Eyes, 
That great, that charming Man you- ſee : 

| Think on yourſelf, and pity me ! 


Queen. How black docs my Deſign: appear? 

F Was ever Mercy ſo ſevere! 08 
Moving Language, ſhining Fear. 

Glowing Guilt, and graceful Hare, | 

Kindling Pity, kindling Ra | 


At _ 7 Wn ovoke me, and a 14 ; [Able 


hat ſhall I do to ples 


10 kindled Vengeance? 
Queen. Thou ſhalt die 1 the Dagger. 
Roſ. Thus proftrate at your Feet 1 fall. 


O let me ſtill for Me: cy call! | Falling on ber Knees | 


Accept great Queen. like injur d Heaven, of 
The Soul that begs to be forgiven: | 


If in the lateſt Gaſp of Breath, oe g 5 . 


If in the dreadful Pains of Death, 
When the cold Damp bedews your Brow, 
You hope for Merey. ſhow it now. 
Queen. Mercy to tighter Crimes is Ane, 7 
Horrors and rer ſhall thine purſu. 
- » (Offering the 8 
R/ Thus I prevent the fatal Blow. ( 
----- Whither, ah! whicher ſhall 1 go! 
Queen Where thy paſt Liſe thou ſhalr lament, 
And wiſh thou had'tt been innocent. | 
| Roſ. Tyrant! to aggravate the Stroke, 
And wound a Heart already broke! +: 
My dying Soul with Fury burns 
And lighted Grief to Madneſs turns. 
Think nat, thou Author of my M | 
That Roſamond will leave thee uh 
At dead of Night, 
A glaring Spright, 


x 
With hideous Screams | 
T] haunt thy Dreams; 
And when the painful Night withdraws, 
My Henry Hall revenge my Cauſe. 
O whither does my Frency drive! 
Forgive my Rage, your Wrongs forgive. 
My Veins are froze ; my Blood grows chill; 
The weary Springs of Life ſtand ſtyl; 
The Sleep of Death benumbs all oer 
My fainting Limbs, and I'm-no more. 


Falls on the Couch, 
Q. Hear and obſerve your Queen's Com- 


mands.  _ (To her Attendants. 
Beneath thoſe Hills a Convent ſtands,. | 
Where the fam'd Streams of Is ſtray; 
Thither the Breathleſs Coarſe convey, 
And bid the cloiſter'd Maids with care 
The due Solemnit ies prepare-(Exeunt: debt $ 
S RR NED 
Sir Truſty in a Fright. _ 
A breathleſs Corps! what have L ſeen ! 
And follow'd by = jealous Queen |. | 
It muſt be ſhe! my Fears are true: 
The Bowl of pois'nous Juice I view. 
How can the fam'd Sir Trufty live 
To hear his Maſter chide and grieve?? 
No ! tho' I hate ſuch bitter Beer . 
Fair Roſamond, I'll pledge thee here. (Drinks. 
Ihe King this doleful News fhall read 
In Lines of my Inditing: 8 
©« Great Sis, | (Writes, : 
« Your Roſamond is dead | 
« As Iam at this preſent Writin 17 
The Bower turns round, my Brain abus d, 
The Labyrinth grows more confus d, : 
1 | B. The: 


* 


— — 


| (14) 


The Thickets dance—1 ſtretch, I yawn, © M 
Death has tripp d up my Heels —I'm gone. M 

| e af | [Staggers and falls. 

.,SOLREMNE: WIE 
Henry, farting from the Couch. | 

Where have my raviſh'd Senſes been! Iv 
What Joys, what Wonders have I ſeen} 'T} 
| Such Glories to the Day diſplay dd I 6, 
My ſoft inglorious Hours upbraid. [I of 
Tranſported with ſo bright a Scheme,  _.-- | wy 
My waking Life appears a Dream. 1] W 
O Roſamond ! O rifing Woe | Tg 
| Why do my weeping Eyes o'erflow? - [C. 
O Ryſamond! O fair dittreſs'd ! 8 1w 
| How ſhall my Heart, with Grief oppreſs d, pe 
Irs unrelenting Purpoſe teil 
And take the long, the laſt Fare wel. 15 LY 
_ Riſe, Glory, rife in all thy Charms, | 
Thy waving Creft, and burnifÞ d Arms, Ing 


! 
| 
1 Spread thy gilded Banners round, 
| Make thy thunde/ing Cour ſer bound, 
4 Bid the Drum and Trumpet join, 
Warm my Soul with Rage dwine. . | 
1 „„ e Ho Tt 
The Scene changes to that Part of the Bower where Tc 
Sir Truſty lies upon the Ground, with the Bowl * 
end Dagger on the Table | . 
Etter the Queen. x1 
4 Every Star, and every Pow'r, 
I Look down on this important Hour: 
| Lend your Protection and Defence 
Every Guard of Innocence 
Help me my Henry to aſſwage, 


To gain his Love, ar bear his. Rage. 


My 


= 


ere 
wi 


"T3 
My Lord appears, I'm all on Fire! 
My Heart's too full, I muſt retire. 


( Retires to the End of the Stage. ; 


S. 
King and Queen. 
What means this 8 filent Show ? 
This Pomp ot Death, this Scene of Woe! 
Support me, Heav'n f ! what's this Iread?ꝰ 
Oh Horror! Roſamond is dead. 
What ſhall I ſay, or whither turn? 
WichGrief, and Rage, and Love I burn: 
Why did 1 not in Battel full, 
Croſh'd by the Thunder of the Gaul 3 
Why did the Spear my Boſom mils? 
Ye Pow'rs, was Tree d for this ! 
Queen Why do I here my Lord receive ? 
King. Is this the Welcome that you give ? 
Queen. What in theſe guilty Shades cou 'd you, 
Inglorious Conqueror, purſue ? 
King. Cruel Woman, what cou'd you? 
Quees. How is his Heart with (Angniſh torn ! 
[Afide. 
My Lord, I cannot fee you mourn; 
The living you lament: while I, 
Jo be lamented fo, cou'd Die. 
King. The Living! ſpeak, oh ſpeak again ! 1 
Why will you dally with my Pain? 
Queen, Were your lov'd Roſamond alive, 
Wou'd not my former Wrongs revive > 
King. O no; by Viſions from above 


| Prepar'd for Grief, and freed from Love, 


I came to take my laſt Adieu, 


And leave th' unha N mph. for 
G . EPI Imp vou. 


Queen | 


17 
{© 
44 
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(x6) 
Qlicen. Forbear, my Lord, to grieve, 
And know your Roſamond does live. 
| The Bowl, with drowſy Juices fill'd, 
From cold Egyptian Drugs diſtill'd, 
In borrow'd Death has elos' d her Eyes: 
But foon the waking Nymph ſhall riſe, 
And in a Convent plac'd, admire 
| The cloiſter'd Walls and Virgin Choir. 
Fei, Joy to wonnd a Lover, 
How much more to give him Eaſe ? 

When his Paſſion we diſcover, | 
Oh how pleafing tis to pleaſe! 
King. I ask no more! ſecure the Fair 
In Lite and Bliſs : I ask not where. 
veen. Bur ſee your Slave, while yet I ſpeak, 
From his dull Trance unferter'd break ! 
As he the Potion ſhall ſurvive 
Belicve your Roſamond alive. 
King. O happy Day! O pleaſing View! 
y Queen forgives— 
8 -----My Lord is true. 

ing. No more IU change, 
Queen. No more TI grieve : 
Both. . But ever thus united live, 

| Sir Truſty awaking. 
In which World am I ! all I ſee, 
Ev'ry Thicker, Buſh and Tree, 
So like the Place from whence I came, 
That one would ſwear it were the ſame. 


ol C ENE X. 
Grideline and Sir Truſty. 


Grid. Have I then liv'd to ſee this Hour, | 
And took thee in the very Bow 


| 


| 
| 
| 


1 * 
* \ Si 5 


FF \ 


( 17) 


Sir Truſ. Am I bewitch'd, or do I dream ? 


I know not who, or where I am. 
But let not Grideline the chaſte 
Offended be for what is paſt, 

And hence anew my Vows I plight 
To be a faithful courteous Knight. 


Grid. I'll too my plighted Vows renew, 


Since *tis ſo courtly to be true. 
Since conjugal Paſſion 
Is come into Faſhion, 


And Marriage ſo bleſt on the Throne is, 


Like Venus [ll ſhine, 
Be fond and be fine, 
And Sir 'T ruſty ſhall be my Adonis. 


Sir Truſ. Aud Sir Truity ſhall be thy Adonis. 
The King and Queen advancing. 


CHORUS. 


King. Hymen, thou Source of chaſte 
Cheartul Days, and bliſ-tul Nights, 
Thou doſt untainted Joys diſpence, 
And Pleaſure join with Innocence : 
Thy Raptures laſt, and are ſincere 
From future Grief and preſent Fear. 


Delights, 


＋ 1 


Set 


" [ite T H E 


OPER Aof OPERAS; 


O0 R,. 


Tou THUMB the Great. 
A BURLESQUE. 
ALTER'D 


From the L I V E and DEATH 
O F 


Tou THUM B the Great. 
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Dramatis Perſo næ. 
M E N. 5 


King Arthur Mr. Ba1iLDoN. 

Tom Thumb Maſter PILEKINCGTORN. 
Lord Grizzie Mr. LaYFlELD. 
Merlin, 

Noodle, | 

Doodle, By a Selef# Company of 
Foodle, Bur ſelque OPERA 
Bailiff, I. 

Follower, De 
Parſon, 


Queen Dollalolla Miſs Davis. 


Princeſs — Al 
her Daughter, Mrs. SY B A. 
Glumdalca, Captive 
Gianteſs, | Te. LE E R. 


Courtiers, Guards, Rebels, Drums, Trum- 


pets, Thunder and Lightning, 


SCENE the Court of King ARTHUR, 
and a PAIN thereabouts. 
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OPERA of OPERA S; 
ITT 
Tou THUMB the wn: 


— 


1 F E N E 1. 
| SCE N Erbe Palace. 
Emer DooDLE A NOO DLE. 

RECITATIVO. 


DooDLeE. 
UR E, ſuch a Day was neverſeen! 


The Sun himſelf on this harmonious Day, 
Shines, like a Beau, in a new Birth- DaySuit; 
All Nature wears one univerſal Grin. 

Nood. This Day, O Doodle! doubtleſs is aDay, 


[A Day we never ſaw before. 


The mighty Thumb, call'd Tom, virions comes; 
Millions ot Giants, like as many Bees, 

Swarm round his Chariot-wheels, 5 

Giants! to whom the Giants in Guild-Hall 

Are Fools, are Intant-Dwarts. 

They frown, they foam, they roar, while Tam, 
Regardleſs of their Din, rides on, 
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So the Cock Sparrow at the Barn - Door, 
Huge Flocks of Turkies hops before; 
The Lubberd Red- Heads does deſpiſe, 
Nor at their noiſy guggling flies, 


Thoſe Trumpets ſpeak the King's Approach. 
Dood. He comes moſt luckily for my Petition. 


Euter King, Queen, and Grizale, 


King. Let nothing but à Face of Joy appear; 
The Man who trowns this Day thal loſe his Head, | { 
That he may have no Face to frown withal. 
Dood. My Liege ! I humbly petition. [ Kneeling, 
King. Petition me no Petitions, Sir, ro-day ; 
Let other Hours be ſet apart for Buſineſs ; 
To-day it is our Pleaſure to be drunk, 
And this our Queen ſhall be as drank as We, | 
Queen. Already I am half Seas over, 5 
Yer let the Ciſtern overflow * 
With good Rack-Punch----"fore George, Vit ſee it 
| OUT ——— : | 
Of Rum and Brandy I'll not taſte a Drop. 
King. Tho? Rack in Punch 105. be a Quart, 
And Rum and Brandy be no more than ſix, © - 
Rather than quarrel, you ſhall have your Will. 


KIRK 


When your Dames of ſuberior Claſs 
Submit to the P>w'r of Drams, 
This Virtue atterids the kind Glaſs, 
It makes 'em as quiet as Lambs, . ; 


© - MA JIN kGc to 


1? - 
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If then without Brandy or Ram, 1 
Your Wives will not ſtudy to pleaſe, A 
Let em ſwill till they're tight as a Drum, | 
Or they'll live the longer to tea. 


* 
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But, ha! the Wartior's come----the great Tom 
9 Trumpets. 
"| The little Hero--—-Giant-killing Boy, 

Preſerver of my Kingdom is arriv'd | 


Enter Tom Thumb, with Officers, Priſoners, and | 
| Attendants. . x Ml 


— — 
— run r — . 


ͤ— . 


1 O welcome ! moſt welcome to my Arms! 
What Gratitude can thank away the Debt, 
g. Thy Valour lays upon me Ft 


r n 
* 
- 


Haan, Oh! ye Gods! | {400% 1 
Thumb. When I'm not thank'd at all, lm 
thank'd enough; 1 


re done my Duty, and I've done no more. io 
Queen, Was ever ſuch a Godlike n 2 4 
| | — | 4 e. 1 
e i King. Thy Modeſty's a Candle to thy Merit; 
It ſhines itſelf, and ſhews thy Merit too--- W's 
mM. | : 14 
What finiſh'd Piece of human Nature ſtrikes us! | 
Sure ſhe was drawn by all the Gods in Council! 
5 Who paus d, and then cry'd out · This is a Woman! 
= Thumb. Then, were the Gods miſtaken--- 
She's not a Woman, buta Gianteſs. 9 
lum. Weleſterday were both a Queen and Wife; Ji 
One hundred thouſand Giants own d our Sway, © || 
Twenty whereof were marry'd to ourſelf. | 
Queen. Q happy State of Giantiſm, | 
Glum, But then to loſe full twenty in one Day! 
Za | | Queen. |. 
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Queen. Madam, believe, 
I view your Sorrows with a Woman” s Eye, 
| But be as patient as you can, 
| To-morrow we will have our Grenadiers 
{ Drawn out before you, when you may chooſe 
| What Husband you think fit. 
| - Glam, Madam, I am your moſt obedientServant. 
King. I feel a ſudden Pain within my Breaſt; 
Nor know I whether it proceeds from 3 
| Or only the Wind-Colick. Time muſt ſhew, 
22 


| 


| 
| 


| LO Tow! / what do we to thy Valour owe? 
Ask ſome Reward, great as we can beſtow. 
Tbumb. I ask not Kingdoms, I can conquer thoſe; 
Will 1 ask nor Rioney, Money I've enough; 
I If what Ive done be call a Debr, 
[| Take my Re:cipr in fu'l ---- 1 l bur this, 
= To fun myſcif in Hyacamanca's Eyes. 
King It is refolvd -— the Princeſs is your own. 
Thumb. Oh! bappy, bappy, happy Thumb! 
r nſider, Sir, — reward your Soldirrs 
| crit, 
1 Bur give not 1 to Tom Thumb 
Kg. Tom Thumb! 
if Oo ks! my wide extended Realm 
ll Knows not a Name ſo glorious as Tom Thumb ! 
ueen. Tho? greater yet his boaſted Merit was, 
He thall not have my Daughter, that is pz! 
King. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Dollalolla? 
Queen. 1 ſay he fhan t. 
King. Then, by our Royal Self we wear you lie. 
een. Who but a Dog----who but a Dog 
Wou'd uſe me thus? 
But I will be reveng'd, or hang myſelf. 


AIR 
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AIR III. 
Then tremble all, who ever Weddings made, 
But tremble more, who did this Match perſuade ; 
For riding on a Cat, from high I fall, 


And ſquirt down Royal Vengeance on 2 all. 


Exit Queen. 


Dood. Her Majeſty the Queen is in a Paſſion. 
King. Be ſhe, or be ſhe not----now, by Qurſclf, 
We were indeed a petty King of Clouts, 
To truckle to our Conſort's Will. 


AIR IV. 


Me politick Kings, 
Know far better Things 
Than e er to our Conſorts to ſloop ; 
For once you give Way 
To Petticoat - Sway, 
Tou may for your Breeches go whoop. 


Come, Thumb--Þ1! to the Girl, and pave thy Way. 
[ Exeunt all but Grizzle. 
Gris. Where are now thy Glories, Grizz/e ? 
Whcre the Drums that waken'd thee to Honour ? 
O, what art thou, Greatneſs ! 


A Lac'd-Coat from Moumouth-ſtreet, 


Worn to-day, put on anothers Back ro-morrow. 
Yeſterday as St. Paul's high, | 
To-day as Flet-Ditch low. 


Enter the Queen. 


Queen. Teach me to ſcold, O Grizz/e! . 
Mountain of Treaſon ! ugly as the Devil! TOYS 
eac 
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Teach this confounded Mouth 

| To ſpout forth Words might ſhame 


4 | All Billingſgate to ſpeak. 


Gris, Bur firſt I beg to ask, - 
| Wherefore my Queen wou'd ſcold > 
Queen. Whetetore? O Fire and Fury! han't 
you heard, | | 

What ev'ry Corner of the Court reſounds, 
That lictle Tom will be a great Man made? 
Gerig. I heard it, I confeſs.” : | 
Queen Odsbobs !I have a Mind to hang myſelf, 
A Grand-Mother by ſuch a Raſcal. 
Sure, the King forgets | 

| His Mother put the Baſtard in a Pudding, 


And on a Stile was dropp'd. 


[| O good Lord Griz ale 1 CAN I bear 


|| To ſee him from a Padding mount the Throne? 


Or can my Huucamunca bear 
s To take a Puddiug's Offspring to her Arms? 
Griz, O Horror | Horror! 
 Dvween, Then rouſe thy Spirit-----we may yet 
revent - : 
This hated Match, 
Gris, We will, in Spite of Fate. 


AIR V. 


The Spaniel, when bid, does obey, 
Aud twenty fiue Tricks fhew with all; 
The Soldier's obſervant as Tray, 
And both will come to at a Call, 


The Lover's more fauning than theſe, : 
Or an Court - Sycophaut Spare, 
He'll ſhoot, fetch, and carry to pleaſe, 


And all for a Touch in the Dark. 0 


Fl tear the Scoundrel i into twenty Pieces. 
Queen. O no] prevent the Match, but n 


| him not! 
For tho? I ſhould not like him for a Son, 
Yet can we kill the Man that kill'd the Giants? 
Griz. I tell you, Madam, it was all a Trick; 
He made the Giants firft, and then he k ill'd them. 
Queen, How | have you ſeen no Giants! are 
there not 


| Now in the Yard, ten thouſand proper Giants + * 


Griz, I cannot poſitively tell, 


* But firmly do believe there is not. one. 


Queen. Hence! from my Sight! thou Traitor! 
hie away! 
By all my Stars! thou envieſt Tom Thumb. 
Go, Sirrah ! go! hie away! hie! 
Thou art a Setting-dog! be gone! 
Gri2z Madam, I go ---- 


But Thumb hall feel theVengeance you have rais d. 


ATE VE 


a roar, Fll rant, Tl rave; 
Pl ride on Clouds, thro Seas PH ſwim, | ; 
Il for the Nation dig a Grave, 


And bury it for my MWhim, [Exit Grizzle, 


Queen, Alack-a-day ! O whither ſhall I go? 
I love Tom Thumb, but muſt not tell him fo; 
For what's a Woman when her Virtuc's gone? 
A Coat that has no Lace ig out of Buckle 
A Stocking with a Hole in't. -I can t live. 
Without my Virtue, or Tom Thumb : 
Then let me weigh them in two equal Scales, 


Ila this put Virtue, that Tom Thumb 


N 


Alas! Tum 7. humb is heavier than my Virtue. 


— 
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But hold ----- con'd 1 prevent the Match, 
And ſhou'd be left a Widow, 
Then Tom Thumb | is mine. 


AIR VII. 


Is that dear Hope how many Jive ? 
Im not the only One, 
O what won d ſome fine Ladies give 
To have their Husband, gone ! 
All Things new, | 
Ever Wanting, 
Joys in View, 
| More enchanting ; "Wy 
*Tis the Mode ere Huband die 
To have anorher in one's Eye. 


MET i, SCENE 1. 
S CE N E the Street. 


Enter BAILIFF and FOLLOWER, 


RECITATIVO. 


0 M E, truſty Follower; come on, 
This Day ſtand by me, and at Night 
Three double Mugs of Beer and Beer expect-- - 
This Way muſt Noodle pals. 

But fee our Prey! let us tetire— [They go aſide 


Enter Tom Thumb and Noodle. 
Thunb. O Noodle ! I am wondrous ſick ; 


For tho? I love the gentle Huncamunca, 


Yer at the Thought of Marriage | grow pale; 
For oh !---- Nees 


Bail. 


( 11 ) 
"Nas. Oht what ? 7 | 
Thumb, My Grands ome hath often ſaid, 
Tot Th: amb, beware of Marriage! 


Nood. Ol! think of all the Joy your Soul will 


haue, 


While on her panting Breaſt, difſoiv'd ; in BliG, 
Leu p-ur out all Tom "Thumb in ev ry Kiſs. 


Thumb. O Frieud ! thou firit my eager Soul, 
Spie of my Grand- mother, ſhe ſhall be mine. 
Nood O Sir! this Purpoſe of your Soul SO 
Bail O Sir! I have an Action againſt you. 
Nood, At whoſe Suit? 
Mood At your Taylor's, Sir. 


Thumb Ha! Dogs! arreſt my Friend before 


my Face! 

Take here your Fees- -. [Draws and Jabs" em both: 
Bail. On! Pm lain! 7 
Fol. And I alſo. 

Nv9d. Go both to Hell like Raſcals as ye are. 


Toumb, Thus periſh all che Bailiff in was Land, | 


.A1K VIII. 


Come triumph, ye Debtors, a Bailiff, vile Foe, 
Genteelly oe ſent to th Infernal; below ; 

And tell me where elſe ſhou'd al Barf. go, 

Who, Fiend- like, infeſt this great Town ? 


Let all ſuch rank Weeds f the State go to Pot, 
May ſteuing and boiling fall out to their Lot; 


Mitbout more ad» pluck em up by the Root, 
We caunot deſtro them too mw 3 [Exeunt. 
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1 SCE NE 
HUNCAMUNCA's Apartment. 
HunCAMuUNCA, CLEORA, MUSTACHA. 


Hunc. Give me ſome Mulick---ſee that it be ſad 
[Solemn Muſick. 


0 Thumb! ob. ! wherefore art thou Thumb? 
U not born of Royal Race? 
Vi had not mighty Bantam been thy Father? 

! Or elſe the King of Brentford, Old, or New? 


Enter the King. 


King. Let all but Huncamunca leave the Room · 


11 
Daughter, I have obſerv'd of late, 


Some Grief unuſual in your Countenance. 
Say what's the Cauſe? 


Ha a't you enough of Meat and Drink? 
Hunc. Alas! my Lord, I value not myſelf, 
8 Thar once 1 ate two Fowls, and half a Pig; 


| | Small is that Praiſe : but oh! a Maid my want. 


King. What's that? 
Hunc. O ſpare my Bluſhes; but I mean a Huſ- 
band. 
King. If that be all, I have provided one; 
A Husband great in Arms, 


| | | ' Whole Valour, Wifdom, Virtue, make a Noiſe, 
Wi Great as the Kettle- Drums of twenty Armies. 


Hunc. Whom des my Royal Father mean? 
King. Tom Thumb. | 
Hunc. Is it poſſible? Smiling. 


King. Ha! a Country-Dance of Joy is in your 


Face; 


| | Your Eyes ſpir Fire, your Checks grow red as Beef. 
Hunc. Tes, I will own, ſince licens d by your Word, 


Pli own, Tom Thumb's the Cauſe of all my Grief: 


For: 


5) 


For him I've ſigh'd, Tre wept, Tee gnaw'd my G 


Sheets. 


King.” Then thou ſhalt gnaw thy Holland-Sheets i 


18 no more, e 

1 Hasbagd thou ſhalt have 1 to wobl now. 
Hun. O happy Sound! 5 

. . | 


Long my Maidenhead in keeping 
1 bave had againſt my Will ; 

It has coſt me,much ſad Weeping, - 
Leſt 1 ſbould lead Apes in Hell. 


Thank my Stars that Fright is over, 
I ſhall try the Marriage-State ; 

7 wenty, ſure, deſerves a Lover, 
Or too bard's a Princeſs” Fate. 


_ I am overjoy'd. „ 
g. I ſee thou art. * 

Tus 105 fa News ſhall on our Tongue ride Poſt, 
And we Ourſelf will bear it to Tom Thumb. 


A R- 2A 


Tet you who take a : Hero to your Arms, | 
Can't hope-t' engroſs him always by ſoft Charms. 
Various his Duty, various his Delight, 
New is his Turn to kiſs, and now to fight ; 

And now to kiſs again fo mighty Jove, 

When with exceſſive Thundering tir d Above, 
Comes down to Earth—and takes a Bit—and then 
Flies to bis Trade * Thundering back & ago 


[Exit King. 


Enter Grizzle. 


Griz. Oh! Huncamunca, Huncamunca, Oh! 
Thy Breaſts, like Kettle-Drums of Braſs, 


C Beat 


—— 


| ('14 ) 
Beat lond Alarms of Joy; 
As bright as Braſs they are, and Oh! as hard. 
Q eee Huncamunca, Oni 


Hunc. Ha = Boldneſs this 2 know! | thou 


who Lam 
Griz. Yes, eine well 1 — your Rank ;. 


; But Love nor Meanneſs ſcorns, nor Grandeur dreads. 


Love often Lords into the Cellars bears, 

And bids as oft rhe: Porter come np-ftatrs. 

For what's too high- for Love, or chat too low? 
O Huncamunca ! Bittcamunea. Oh!! 
Hunc. But, granting all yeu fay i is trus, 


Il My Love, alas! is te another due. 


In vain you come, 

I'm promis'd to 7 om Thumb. 

| CGriz. And can you ſuch a "RI wed? 

One fitter for your Pocket than your Bed? 
Oh ! fy! the puny Baby ſhun, © - 

Or you will ne er be brought to Bed of one. 

1 Huus. If what you ſay by true, 

& This Inftant J renounce my Promiſes 

| Griz, Ah! ſing that o'er again-=-- 
Let the ſweet Sound attend me as 1 fly 
Jo Dofors-Commons for a Licence. 5 


Hun. Ono! leſt ſome Diſaſter eo meet, 


8 AI were beitet to be marry'd at the Hen. 
Eri. For bid, it, all ye Powers! [Exit Grizzle. 


Enter Tom Thumb. 


Thus. Where's my Princeſs? whete's my Hun- g 


camuncaß 
| Wheearethoſe Eyes, thoſe Card-matches of Love, 
That light up all my-waxen Saul 2 
Hund. Oh! uhat is Muſick to the Ean that's deal? 
| | Or a Goole-Pye. to him that has no Taſte? hi 
| What 


— 


EL 
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What : are theſe Praiſes now to me, an 
Since Lam promis'd to: another? 
Thumb. Ha! promis de 


Hunc. Too ſure - tis 1 in the Bodk 4 


Fate. 
Thumb. Then will I tear away the Let. 


Enter Glumdalca. 


lum. 1 need not ask if you are Huncamuncd. 
Hunc. I am a Princeſs -- and Thou 


Glum. A Gianteſs; en of thoſe, 
Who made and 2 


Hunc, The Man, whoſe chief Ambition i is to be 


My Sweetheat*, has deſtroy d theie nee 
Glum. Your Sweetheart? 
2 ik oe ou the Man, who once hath warn 
Chains, will e'er wear thine? 3 0). 
"ITY Well may your Chains be aly, 
Since try'd on twenty Husbands; 
Glum. 1 glory in the — wo 1 
Hunc. Let me view nearer what this. Beauty i is, 
That captivates the Hertra df Men by Scores. 


{ Holes 8 candle ro ber Face, | 


0 5 n! thou art ugly as the Devil. 


To be but half ſo handſome. 

Hunc. Since you come to that, | 

Fll put my Beauty to the Teſ ;, 

73 Thumb, I'm thine, if chon wilt go with me. 
Glum. O! ſtay, and thou alone Malt fill 

That Bed, where twenty Giants us d to lie. 


Tbunl. Alas! Ine er can do the Work Wen 1 


WJ cc 
Madam, pray excuſe thi; Tak. 1. 


| 1 Faith! I am unequal to't; 
1 C 2 


** 


The beſt Shoes in your Shop you ive | 
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Some robuſter Hero a4, 
Who can better grant your ur Suit, 7 ORR. 
[ Exeunt Thumb. and Huncamunca. 


"Tf 4 hat, left! ſcorn'd! 0 for ſuch a 
it 

Ifeel a Storm ariſing in my Mind; 

Tempeſts and Whirlwinds riſe, and foam and roar ; 
I'm all a Hurricane, as if ” i 

The World's four Winds were pent within my 
Carcaſe. 
Confuſion Horror! Murder! Guts and Death ! ! 


Enter the King. 


King. Sure never was ſo ſad a King as I! 
Jo love a Captive and a Gianteſs: - 
Q Love! O Love! how rem a King art thou! ; 


— —— — ee 


O Glamdalcal 

Glum. What do I Ns 

King. What do I ſec? 

Glam. Oh! n! 

Olum. Ab! virkiched en 576 
King. rr 5 
Glum. Ah! | 003 +t — 

King. Bh! | (uus 
Enter Tom Thumb, Huncamunca, 4 and Parſon. | 


* Happy s the Wooing 

That's not long a doing, any 

Oe $006 WG REP, 

Tom Ihumb this Night . 
Shall 1720 a Being to a new Tom 7 umb. 
Thumb. It ſhatl be my Endeavour ſo to do. 
Hunc. Oh fy ! I vow you make me bjuſh. 
Thumb. It i is Galeere $ Sign, and ſuits you well. 


* 


% 
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LR. XII. | 
Hunc. But Bluſhes, thoſe c:imſon Invaders, m 
O ſtrange ! are now criminal thought ; 
In Scandal and Cenſure the Traders, 
By and by will call Kiſſi ing a Fault, 
An innocent Bluſh in us Laſſes 
Is Virtue but at ſecond hand; 
PF ue bluſh. we are told by theſe Aﬀes, - . 
I is becauſe we under ſtand. 

555 Enter Grizzle. e.. 
Griz. Where has my Huncamunca been? { 
See here the Licence in my Hand! Bos 

Hunc. Alas l Tom Thumb. 1 

Griz, Why do you mention him?) 

Hunc. Ah, me! Tim Thumb.--- P's 

Griz,. Ab, me! 1 ſee you're falſe, and I am curs d. 

Hunc. O be not haſty to proclaim your Doom, 
My ample Heart for more than one has Room; | 
A Maid like me Heav'n form'd at leaſt * two... | 
I marry'd him, and now Pl! marty y. 


AIR XIII. 


Cris No—no,—1 will no Rival bear, * 1 
Nor unreveng d the Willow wear. 
Modiſh Dame, two Lovers take, 
 { will have you all, or none, | 
But beware—the Court ſhall ſbake— 

So you may go pick that Bone. LExeunt. (| 
Thunder and Lightning. | 
Enter Tom Thumb, Glumdalca, cum ſuis.” 


" Thumb. Is. this the Noiſe of Thunder, or of 


Coaches? [Merlin ue from behind. S | 
Merlin. Tom Thumb!” 1 
7 amb. 


* — — ng — — —— — — —— ay 


. WIT) 
Thumb. What Voice is this 1 hear E ( 
Merlin. Tom Thumb! © Eh 
Thumb. Again it calls. 
Merlin. Tom Thumb?! © 
Thumb. Thrice Pee heard my Ri 
— a thou art, I fear thee not. 
Exxer Merlin. bi or 
Menn. Be edt ifvidy i for thy hervic Acts 
Shall gain thee Fame Amen; N 
Ages unborn ſhall wurble thy loft Theme, 
In tune ful 18 
Exceeding far Tapes Roſamond, 4 932 
Camilla, or Griſelda. \ . 
Thumb. Enough---let. er 'ry watlike dude ound, 
Me fall nnn we fall rebendf d. N NN 


[| 
3 


14 I e197 Þ AIR NIV. 8 V 
| 1 70 . my 2017 Ackions in ſoft Mufick rold, 
Wat greater Renous can Ia’? 


Wi Ob! the Pleaſure *rwill. be, like the Heroes of | as, 
4 To be ha, ha, .d. in my Graue? 
Lords ſubſcribing Gall galore; 1 . 
||| Oh! r 814 
Such a thaniering loud Encore, 
A4, will make uu Man flare! 
605 the other Side 


84 +> 


|| gf 7. 4 Sage. Jt 
= | Thumb. ts you the Man, whom Men fam'd 
' GCrizgJettd” 
ade r eee Tom Thumb? Bu 
= :. 2 ne 3. 

br -for Liberty J. ee 
Wl Thumb, And] or 


Enter Stiele, Toke Rebels, o 


O0 * * Ty 
a5 | C4 
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[ 4 bloody Engagement between the twa Armies here ; 
Drums beating, Trumpets ſounding, 7. bunder 
and Ligbtuing- t hey fight off and on ere 
times ſome fall.— 

Grizzle and Glumdalca remain. 


Cum. Turn, Coward, turn, nor from a Woman fly. 
Grix. Away - -thou art not worthy of my Arm. 
G/um, Have at thy Heart then 

Griz. Nay, then I thruſt at thine. 


Glum. Too well you thruſt, you've run me thro? | 
the Guts. 


Oh! I'm dead, but not with Joy---= | 
Griz. Then there? s an End ot one. 


Re-enter Tom Thumb, Ec. 
7 humb. When thou art dead, then there” S an 
End ot two. 91 73 
Villain? 
Gris. Tom Thumb ! 
7 humb. Rebel? 
Griz. Tom Thumb. 
" Thumb. Hcllt 
 Griz Huncamiinca ! 
Thumb. IJhou haſt it there. 
Griz. Too ſure I have. 
Thumb;ToHell,thouRebel} 
Griz. Triumph not, Thumb, nor think thou walt 
enj 
Thy N HOOP undifturb'd---T'll ſend 
My Ghoſt to fetch her to the other World; 
It ſhall but Bait at Heav'n, and then return. 
But hal 1 feel Death rummaging my Spirits. | 
” OS So» 4 f | 
My Budy's like a Baukrupt's Shop, | | 
2 is eruei Death, a 
F 3 
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po puts to 7 n of Life a flop, 

And will be paid with this laſt Breath; 
On! [groans and dies. 
il Thumb. Bear off the Body, and cut off the Head, 
For me to lug in Triumph to the King---- 
Rebellion's dead, and now I'll go toBicakfaſt,| Ex. 


Enter King, Queen, Huncamunca, and Courtiers. | 


| Noodle. Whilſt from Garret, tu ĩce two Stories 

= high, 

I look*d abroad to take the Air, on 

I ſaw Tom Thumb attended by a Mob; 

Aloft he bore the grizly Head of Grizzle, 

When on a ſudden thro” the Streets there came 

A Bull much larger than the uſual Size, 

And in a Mcement----Od! gueſs the et. 

And in a Moment, ſwallo d up Tom Thumb. 
Doodle. Her Majeſty the Queen is in a Swoon. 


| 


Scngth to reward: che Meſſenger of ill News. 


Ncodle. On! I am ſlain. Die thou allo. 
| { Stavs the Queen- 
Hunc, My Mamma kill'd! | vile Murderer ! chere. 


Doodle. This for an old Gr udge, to-thy Heart. 

' [Stabs Huncamunca. 
| King. Ha! Marderer vile | take that---- 

1 [tabs Doodle. 
; And take thou this | [Kills himſelf was: J alls 


\ [ | Euter Merlin. 


| [Waves his Wand. 
Thou rav'nous Bull ----I do conjure thee to'r. 
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il Quien. Not ſo much in a Swoon, but I have till 


[Stabs him. 


(Stabs Noodle. 


Furrer f 


| | Merlin. A:iſe thou fell---thou hideous "TALL 


Forth from his growling Guts, brave worthy, come, 
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And be thyſelf »-- the —. great Jom Ibamb. 


(Tom Thumb enters as ſappos'd out of the Bull's 
Mouth. 
Now King, now Lords, now Commons, all atle: 
[Waves his Wand over each us he ſpenks. 
Be looſe your Tongnes, and open all your Eyes; 
Be chang'd from what ye were---ler Faction ceaſe, 
And ev'ry one enjoy his Love in Peace. 


[They riſe up. 
REC ITAT I v op 


King. O Dollalolla ! O my Queen. 
Thou only art my Queen! 

Queen. O Arthur! O my King! . 
Thou only art my Kiag! 

Hunc. O Tom Thumb! 

7 bumb, O Huncamunca l. 


Enter Grixzle and Glumdalca: 


 Griz. Rub well thy Eyes, O Griaxle, to ſee leut! 
Haſt thou been in the Moon, or in a Sleep? 

That matters not, but this I know, 

P've ſlept myſelf into a better Mood. 

Pardon my late Rebellion, good my Liege--= 
Tom Thumb, be happy in thy Hunby's Love 


O ſweet Glumdalra : could'ſt thou be ſo with me, | 


But half a Giant, yet an able Man. 


Glum, The Offer's kind, and not to be rejefted 


By one in my ſad Caſe--=- 
AIR XVI. 


Du rx. 
'Thumb. Tell me, Hunky -4vithout ſeiguing, 
Doft thou 3 like abſtaining ? 
Hunc. Lieu my Eyes, and know my Meaning, 
Thumb. 7 ſee the Lent of Love is paſt, 
D 


Hune. 
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| CET . 
Hunc. And yet I have not broke my Faft, © 
Thumb. But ſoon you ſbal.— / m in the Fit.— 
| Hune, For what? | FOR Tm 
| "Thumb. S900. 1 
Hun. Then pr ythee humour it. 

Both. Ay, pr ythee let us humour it. 

Hunc. | But dear Tommy, pr ythee ſay, 

1 Wilt thou never go aſtray? 
Thumb. I le as conſtant as Times go; 

1 JI ſup abroad a Night or ſo... 
Hunc. But what if I ſh,uld do the ſame ? 
Thumb. You'd only do like modiſh Dame. 
Hunc. Pſhaw! rather let us faithful prove; 

Mio ſhares a Lover does not love. 

Both. Wo ſbares a Lover does not love. 

| King. Bravo! braviſſimo! _ Ea 
Thrice three, full nine times happy Arthur? 

Shew me the King who is ſo bieſs'd as I. 

My Subjects now no longer by the Ears, ;. 

But all ſhake Hands, like Friends, with one another. 


Lf CHORUS 
e Rum AIR XVII. i 
Let fierce Animofitie: ceaſe, 
Let all marry'd Couples agree: 
Let each his own Vife kiſs in Peace, 
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And end all their 8s WES +117 
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